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The Tragedie 

And thus my battcll (ball be ordered* 

My fore ward ftiall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of horfc and fbote. 

Our Archers (hall be placed in the roidit, 

John Duik ot NorfFolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey, 

Shall hauc the leading of the foote and horlc, 

They thus dircfled, we will follow 

In the maine battcll, whcfe pudfancc on cither fide 

Shall be well winged wi^ our chiefc ft borl« _ 

This, and Saint George to boote,whatthinkeft thou Nq_t 

A good d-reftion warlike foueraigne, Hefheweth ^ 3 

This found Ion my tent this morning. ^ hmapaper. 

lock?^ofN<,rffolkei>emlk^oi‘^i f . 

For D icko» ^ and fold. 

Yiino. A thing deutfed by the encmie, 

Goe Gentclcmcn cucry man vntohts charge. 

Let not our babling dreames affright our foulcs, 

, Confciencc is a word that cowards vfe> 

Deuildcasfirftto^ccpcthcftronginawc, ..^Sl 

Ourftrong armesbcourconfcicnce,fk£^ouf*^«'C Siii. 

March on.ioy ne braucly,kt vs.tooit pedl nicl., 

If not to hcaucn,fhcn hand in hand to hell. . 

What flialll fay more then lhaueinferdi hu Amto. 

Remember whom youaretocope withall, ^ 

A fort ofvagabonds , rafcols and riinawaie s, 

^feum of Brittains, and bafe lackey ptfants 
Whom their erecloyed country vomits forth 
To dcCpcrate aduentures & aftur d d 
You flccpingfafe,thcy bring y^vnreft. ^ 

You haung lands, & blcft « iri: beauteous wiues, 

They would reftraine the one,diftainctb.c other, 

And who doth lead them but a paltrey fcl ow? 

Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers colt, , , 

ft milkcfopt ,one that neucr in bts life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer ftioocs in fnow : 

Lets whip thefe firaglcrs ore the f-as apame, 

LaOi hence thefe oucrwcening rags o Fnpncc, 

Tbe'etamiOrtbeggefS weary ofthcir hues, 

u.,. f... fond rvniovt. 


A 


, of Richard the c\ ^ /■ 

t/"drr u/ayyifr(f^ 

-^fwebeconqueredjlctmcnconqucrcvs, ^ ,> 

i> And not the febaftardBrittaincs whom our fiithcrs , 

Haueinthcirownclandbeatcnjbobdandthuropt, t. 

And on record left them the hcircs of fharoc. ^ ^ t 

Shallthefcenioy ourlands,lyewithourwiuc8? 

Rauifli our daughters, harkc I hearc their drum, ; 

r.\j^ Right Gentlemen of England, fight boldly yeomen, ; 

Draw Archers draw, your arrows to the head, ^ 

Spuryourproud horlcshard,andridcinbloud, 

Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 

W'hat faics Lord Stanley, will he bring his power i 

Jl 4 ef* My Lordjhc doth dcnic to conic* *• 

iCw. Otf with his fonne Georges head. 

Nor. My Lord, the encmie ispaftthcmarlh, 

After the battailr,lct George Stanley die. 

Kino A thouf'and hearts arc great within my bofome, 
Aduaotc our ftandards,fctvpon our foes, 

Our auncient word of courage fairc Saint George 

Inlpirc vs with the (pleencot ficric Dragons, 
Vponthcm,viaoricfitson^helpts. 

AUrnm f^xcHrfio^s 

fit, Rcfcc'vniy Lord o^ Norfolk^jrcfccWjrcIcCW 
The King enacts more wondtrs then 4 man? 

Djringan cppofitc tot uery danger, 

Hts hoi fc is fliinc,ard all on foote be h?h«, 

Srckinvfoi Richn.ood in the throat of death, 

R.fcewTairc Lord or die the day is loft. Enter Rtchard. 

Kin. Aborle,aiioife,my kingdomcforahorfe. 

Cat. Withdraw my Lord.ile bclpcyoutoahotfe. 

Ktn. SLucI haucictn.y htcvponacaft 
And I will ftand the h iz^rd oftne dye, 

Ithiukethcrc be (lx. Richmonds m the field, 

Fiuc haucl fliinc to day.m (lead of him 


